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upon this cat belonged to this Xo-Man's-Laiid of out:age: and
an anger rose up within him against whatever Power it uas that
was responsible for the creation cf such sensitive nerves in such
a torturing world, an anger that was like a saraband of raving
fury.
He felt that the cat-head was exactly sharing his feelings. Its
swollen hairless belly ... its paws that resembled the claws of
a bird . . . the snarling ecstasy of its curse . . . somelhing at
once bestial and eternal in the protest against the Fir^t Cause
which it lifted up from the Brue-mud ... all these things made
John aware that if, like the Pistoian in the Inferno he should
"make the fig" at the Emperor of the Universe, this cat-head
would be wholly with him.
It was while the bow-string of his malediction was still quiver-
ing that John was struck, there, leaning as he was against the
sun-wanned parapet, by a sudden rending and blinding shock.
He had been thinking about King Arthur a good deal in the
course of his recent advertising but only in a childish and very
ignorant way. He had never read the romances. But at this sec-
ond, in the blaze of Something that afterward seemed to him to
resemble what he had heard of the so-called Cosmic Rays, he
distinctly saw . . . literally shearing the sun-lit air with a white-
ness like milk, like snow, like birch-bark, like maiden's flesh,
like chalk, like paper, like a dead fish's eye, like Italian marble,
* . . an object, resembling a sword^ falling into the mud of the
river! When it struck the mud it disappeared. Nor was there any
trace . . . when John looked later ... to show where it had
disappeared.
Under the stress of the shock, at the moment, John lurched
sideways, scraping his hands and knees against the stonework of
the parapet. He w^ald certainly have fallen on his side if he had
not been clutching tightly the root-handle of his hazel-stick, with
which, automatically stabbing the surface of the road as he stum-
bled, he just saved himself. What he saw at that moment cer-
tainly flashed into his brain, in one blinding, deadly shock, as
being a supernatural event. Something it was that quivered and
gleamed, as it whirled past him, and vanished in the mud of the